3 8 municated to the Asiatic loungers below who were fading
softly now in the dimming light . . • On the high ve-
randah in Amaroussion, just as the light from the other
worlds began to shed its brilliance, I caught the old and
the new Greece in their soft translucence and thus they
remain in my memory. I realized at that moment that
there is no old or new, only Greece, a world conceived and
created in perpetuity. The man who was talking had
ceased to be of human size or proportions but had become
a Colossus whose silhouette swooned backwards and for-
wards with the deep droning rhythm of his drug-laden
phrases. He went on and on and on, unhurried, unruf-
fled, inexhaustible, inextinguishable, a voice that had
taken form and shape and substance, a'figure that had
9 outgrown its human frame, a silhouette whose reverbera-
tions rumbled in the depths of the distant mountain sides.
After about ten days of it in Athens I had a longing to re-
turn to Corfu. The war had begun, but since the Italians
had announced their intention of remaining neutral I saw
no reason why I should not return and make the most of
the remaining days of Summer. When I arrived I found
the Greeks still mobilized on the Albanian frontier. I had
to get a pass from the police every time I went in or out
. of the town. Karamenaios was still patrolling the beach
from his little reed hut at the edge of the water. Nicola
would soon be returning to the village up ih the moun-
tains to open school. A wonderful period 9f solitude set
in. I had nothing but time on my hands. Spiro sent his son
Lillis out to give me some Greek lessons. Then Lillis went
back to town and I was left alone. It was the first time in
my life that I was truly alone. It was an experience which
1 enjoyed deeply. Towards evening I would stop by
Nicola's house to chat with him a few minutes and hear

